48   MY LIFE IN CHINA AND AMERICA

go around Cape Horn, as that would have added
a new route to my journeying around the world,
and furnished me with new incidents as well.

As we approached Hong Kong, a Chinese
pilot boarded us. The captain wanted me to ask
him whether there were any dangerous rocks and
shoals nearby. I could not for the life of me
recall my Chinese in order to interpret for him;
the pilot himself understood English, and he was
the first Chinese teacher to give me the terms in
Chinese for dangerous rocks and shoals. So the
skipper and Macy, and a few other persons who
were present at the time, had the laugh on me,
who, being a Chinese, yet was not able to speak
the language.

My first thought upon landing was to walk up
to the office of the "China Mail," to pay my
respects to Andrew Shortrede, the proprietor
and editor of the paper, and the friend who sup-
ported me for over a year, while I was in
Monson Academy. After seeing him and
accepting his hospitality by way of an invitation
to take up my quarters in his house, I lost no
time in hastening over to Macao to see my aged
and beloved mother, who, I knew, yearned to
see her long-absent boy. Our meeting was
arranged a day beforehand. I was in citizen'sad to the
